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One 


Author's Notes: 
F*ck yeah, my soul's not dead after alll 


Important note: When driving along Route bb, you HAVE to sing Chuck Berries’ Route 66 
Which was exactly what Metallica were doing, on a gorgeous evening in the late summertime. 
"Well it goes from St Louis, down to Missouri,” Lars sang, until Kirk nudged him 


"Lars, it's Saint Louie, not Saint Loois" Kirk corrected. 


"Kirk, you made me miss the next line," Lars whined. Anyway, there's an S on the end of it". 
"Lars, stop gabbing and join in," James said, nudging Lars on his other side". 


"Sure James! Kingsman, Barstaw, San Bernadino 


Would you get hip to this kidney trip...” 
"LARS! cried Kirk. "Hs not a KIDNEY trip. What have you been smoking?" 


"It better not be my weed, man," Cliff called from the driver's seat. As Cliff was the most responsible of the 


lads, he was the one tasked with driving. 
"Ummm, steak and kidney pie," James announced, rubbing his tummy. "I'm fucking starving guys’. 


"And take that California trip.. 
Get your Twix on Route 66," Lars finished up, ignoring Cliff altogether. Rude Lars! 


"LARS! It's kicks, not Twix," Kirk exclaimed. "Stop singing it wrong". 


‘Ohhhh, Twix," James groaned, pulling out the front of his jeans to show how hungry he was. "That's a candy 


bar". 
"Ewww, James, stop trying to show Kirk an’ me your dick," said Lars, ignoring Kirk altogether. Even ruder Lars! 


"Like I'd show it you dudes," James scoffed. "Anyway, you've got your own to look at". Lars whined and covered 


his ears. 

"All this dick talk! Can we sing again instead?" 

Kirk shook his head. "You fuck up the lyrics. Cliff, put instrumental music on until we reach Frisco, will you?" 

"| enhance the lyrics," Lars insisted. 

"Well, | for one, can't wait all night," James said, ignoring Kirk and Lars. James motherfucking Hetfield can be as 
rude as he likes. "I'm gonna chow down on this!" He grinned in triumph and produced a Klondike bar from his 
pocket. 

"Aha!" Lars yelled and snatched the bar from James’ hand. 


"What the fuck!" James bellowed. "Give that back, you greedy little fucker!" 


"No! I'm holding Klonnie to ransom until you tell Cliff to put on a song with lyrics!" Lars chirped gleefully. 


Kirk groaned. "Klonnie? Since when did Metallica start naming things?" 
"Man has named things since he discovered language," Cliff said. 

"Lars! Gimme Klonnie or I'm gonna bust your ass!" James threatened. 
"Tell Cliff to put on a song with lyrics in," Lars said, in a sing song voice. 


"Then Woman was happy," Cliff continued. "Because she could talk. And talk. And then talk some more. And Man 


regretted language immediately". 
"LARS! I'll count to three," James said in his best This is your final warning voice. 


"What Would You Do For A Klondike Bar!" Lars giggled, holding the bar up to his mouth. James roared and made 
a grab for the package of candy goodness. Lars shrieked in surprised and threw his arms back. The Klondike 
bar slipped from his grip and flew out of the open window at IOO mph. 


"ARRRRRGGHHHH!" James yelled. "My motherfucking Klondike bar! Lars, you.." (he called Lars something so rude 
that Kirk felt as if his ears would die on the spot and float up to the Pearly Gates). Lars gazed in abject 


horror as the ice cream treat vanished into the distance. 


"Oh man! Oh shit dude!" Cliff said, slamming on the brakes. The car came to a screeching halt. "Don't worry 
Jamie! Uncle Cliffll get your Klonnie back". 


"Thanks Cliff," said James, mollified by Cliff's kind and nurturing behaviour. He glared at Lars. Lars gave James 


an innocent look. Kirk cautiously felt his ears..yes, they were still alive. 


Two 


"No problem man!" Cliff pulled on the handbrake and surveyed their surroundings. The desert looked as it had 
done for the last couple of hundred miles, ochre sand stretching off as far as the eye could see. The western 
mountains shimmered in the heat haze; the sky above them a mixture of gold and crimson, as the sun had not 


long set. 
"Right! So let's find that Klondike bar before it melts in the heat," Cliff said. 


"It shouldn't melt at all," James said. "The new state of the art packaging enables the candy to be cryogenically 


sealed within, only starting to melt once it's opened". 

"Wow!" Kirk said, impressed. "Science is pretty awesome, huh?" 

"As long as a random scorpion doesn't nibble open the packet before we find it," Lars piped up. 
"Lars, shut up, you're in enough trouble as it is," James grumbled. 


The guys exited their car and Cliff locked the doors. He looked round in the fast fading daylight. Nothing even 


remotely resembling a Klondike bar could be seen. 


"Its gone forever,” James moaned. "Poor Klonnie! Lost in the midst of the desert, when his destiny was to go 


into my stomach". 
"l'm sure he's much happier being out in the wilderness, "Lars said mildly. 


"Come on dudes, let's walk up the road a bit," said Cliff. "Remember, we were going hella fast. | bet the wind 


got under Klonnie and carried him east a bit". 


So Metallica set off down the road, eyes alert for any sign of the missing candy. James strode in front, a look 
of manly determination in his eyes. Kirk followed him, grumbling about the desert ruining his hair. Lars came 
next, admiring the beauty of the sunset and tripping over a few times (as he was walking backwards, to view 


the sunset). Bringing up the rear was Cliff; a wise choice, as he was the least likely to stray and become lost. 


The sun sank further beneath the horizon; the western sky changing to hues of pink and purple. A cool breeze 
arose and made Kirk whined more, as now the breeze could blow rotationally hair ruining sand into his lovely 


locks. Still, there was no sign of the lost Klondike bar. 


James sighed as his tummy rumbled loudly. They'd been walking for ages and although he certainly wasn't one 
to give up, he was wondering if he should call it quits and suggest they head back to the car. Suddenly, a 
shout from behind make him temporarily forget his empty tummy. 


"Hey, l'm sure we didn't pass this road earlier!" 


James turned to see his band mates looking at a narrow dirt track to their left. There was a signpost next to 


it but it was difficult to read in the twilight. 
"What does it say?" Lars squinted at the sign "Horses do Hand gliding - 2 milks". 


"Lars, if a horse gallops anywhere near me at the moment, | shall catch it and eat it," said James, rubbing his 


empty fuel tank again. 

"JAMES!" Kirk cried. "You monster! How could you eat a poor, sweet, innocent horse?" 

"lm fucking starving, that's how come!" 

Cliff went up to the sign and grinned. "Lars, it doesn't say that at all. It says Hotel de Hampshire - 2 miles". 
"A hotel? Out here?" Lars questioned. 

"'ve never heard of it before," said Kirk 

Cliff shrugged. "Maybe it's a new place?" 


"Well, you guys know what I'm thinking," James said. "Hotel equals food. Fuck the Klondike bar, lets head out to 
Hotel Hampshire, get a room for the night and get some grub!" 


"Cool by me, man," said Cliff. "I'll go get our wheels; you dudes wait here for me". 


Ten minutes later, Cliff had returned with the car and his band mates scrambled in. He drove down the dirt 
track, which was actually pretty smooth and soon widened enough so that two cars could pass each other 
easily. Soon, lights appeared on the horizon, indicating that the hotel was near. 


| hope they have every kind of food that | like," James said longingly. 


"Except horse," said Kirk at once. "And | hope they have lovely hot showers. My hair feels like wire wool, it 
needs a tender loving wash". 


James was about to make a rude remark when they caught their first glimpse of the hotel. He stared at it, 
puzzled. He had been expecting a Spanish styled colonial building. Instead, there was a hotel that looked as if it 
had upped sticks from Mayfair in London and plonked its sophisticated bottom down in California. The other 


guys were impressed too. 


"Oh, its gorgeous!" Kirk gasped. 

"Sure looks like a fancy pants place to me," said Cliff. 

"| stayed in hotels like this all the time as a kid," Lars boasted. 

Cliff pulled up the wide, tree lined driveway, passing another sign which read Welcome to the Hotel de 
Hampshire. The scent of fragrant evening flowers filled the air and somewhere, a water feature played a 
melody of peace and beauty. 

‘Its wonderfull | feel rejuvenated, as if | were ten years younger," Kirk sighed. 


"Wouldn't you be a little kid then?" James asked. "You wouldn't be able to have any beer with us men. Hal" 


Kirk pouted at James. Cliff pulled into a parking space and turned off the engine. "Well, here we are," he said. 
"Letts go check in". 


Lars and Kirk got out of the car and James followed, breathing in the night air. Two huge double doors marked 
the entrance to Hotel de Hampshire. There were stone pots containing flowers on either side and warmly 
glowing fairy lights hung from the trees. 

Cliff locked up the car again and set off for the entrance. Lars and Kirk followed, talking eagerly about the 
lovely hotel. James shuffled along behind, his mind distracted from eating for the moment. He had a strange, 
prickling feeling on the back of his neck, almost as if he was being watched. 


"You coming, James?" Lars called out, holding the door open for him. 


For a split second, James suddenly felt as if he didn't want to go inside. Then the feeling passed as he noticed a 


large sign outside the main entrance. 
TONIGHT'S SPECIAL - Klondike bar and Oreo pie 


James grinned. "Hell, yeah!" he said, striding up the steps with renewed purpose. 


Update 


Hi, | just wanted to say that I'm sorry but I'm not going to finish this story. The problem is, when | started it, 
| had an idea for it that at the time seemed awesome. So | wrote up the first couple of chapters without 
thinking any further. When | had time to think, | realised that the idea wasn't actually that good and wouldn't 


really work. 


Over the last few days, I've been trying to think if | could take the story in another direction, however, | 
haven't been able to come up with anything good. 


l'm sorry again for abandoning it and thanks for reading :) 


